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Upon the 


Earl of AN GU 


7 


Who was Slais at the Attacque at Steenkerken near Euguin, on Fel 24, Anno DOM, 1692. 


Hat Punie dares defame by moodleſs Rhime, 
The Ages Guardian, Glory of the Time 

Mult become Object to a wretched Fate, 
The Countrey's (corn, and the Muſes Hate, 
He that will lanch out in this Ocean Theme, 
Will need the Conduct of ſome ſplendid Beam, 
The generous Breath, and Smiles of crowned Brows, 
To waft him to the Harbour of Applauſe, 
Maugre all thoſe, who in this Deep will move, 
Muſt have a Soul moſt richly Fraught with Love 
(But who with ſtagg'ring Hands draw's Fertue's Scheme, 
Preſents her clothed with the only Name; 
And he whoſe ſtraying Fancie can but roll, 
Deſtroys in parts what he would build ia whole, ) 
So |, while I affect his Praiſe to Write, 
Teem with a Flame more ardent than diſcreet, 
What (paring NATURE teach in ev'ry Land, 
Hath but bequeathed with a ſcatt'ring Hand, 
To match the high-born ſplendor of his Race, 
Were all concent'red in this Hero's Grace, 
O!] could the rancour of our Soil have bred, 
What fair and ſpecious Flowr's had promiſed , 
They'd on his Worth ſome Volumns have entail'd , 
For ev'ry Page his Grand Anceſtors fill'd: 
And who can tell how many, or how great 
Have ſeen th! INSIGNI1 A's of their Princely State? 
What Aids they've brought, either by Sword or Gown, 
T'a fickly Mitre, and a tott'ting Crows, 
Nor has their generous Grace thoſe Helps deny'd, 
For which a ſtooping Faſces Nods had cry'd, 
"Tis DOWG LAS, DOWGL AS, we ſo often find 
The Publick's PAT RIOT, and the Countrey's FRIEND; 
That with their Cosnſel's Soveraign Light her led, 
The PIEL AR where ſhe lean d her grieved Head, 
OI ANGUHS, ANGUSI! the Muſes deareſt Theme, 
ANGUS1! the Hope and Angel of our Dream. 
The Honour, and the Darling of our Race, 
A Heav'uly Genias Poſleſt of Earthly Space, ; 
More than the Genuine Tranſcript of his Fice, 
In thee did Grace, and Vertae both Conſpire, 
Who, by ſuch Gifts, could make her Minien higher. 
As with auſpicious Eyes had Fertase ſeen, 
They'd made thee All of thoſe (who Moſt has been) 
A David, Abſelon, Gideon, Solomon, 
In Temple, Conre, and in the Camp, and Throne, 


' Good, Beauteous, Valiant, Wiſe, thou paſſed all 


Anta, Titus, Pompey's, Solons fall. 

Yer, why ſhould I expatiat in that Field, 

Which many Good, yet tew does equal yield? 
Kind, Affable, Ingenious, Modeſt, Chaſt, 
Brave, Generous, Pleafing, Humble, Meek, and Bleſt, 
With gracetul Charms, he ſhew'd to ev'ry Man 
The Heav'nly Candour of a Fonathan, 

A Virgin Conſcience all along maintain'd, 

Not charm'd with Whiſtlings of deceiving Wind, 
Nor ſtorm'd with Golden Batteries of Reward, © 
And He:v'ns know to what height they have been teat'd, 
Nor dar'd, by Frowns ſhed from Imperious Eyes, 
To ſhiſt the Scene ot his more ſacred Ways, 

Did ve hehald him ſhake his gliſtring Spear, 

As unconfin'd as the velocions Ait; 

His flaming Sword, Wound upon Wound endorſe, 
With iprighrtu! Vigour of an Angels force; 

Ye well might hop't great Wonders done at length, 
By Joſbua's Reſolution, Sampſens Strength; 

Bur ah ! 'ris ſad that we can only ſay, 

He was Triumphant in a Fra way, 

With high bied Valour did thoſe Garlands win, 
Not to adorn himſelf, but deck his Shrine; 
Would by his Trophies us Illuſtrious make, 
Diſdain's the OfÞrings of our Vows to wait; 

His Might, from no ſublunar Pow'rs deriv'n, 

Did with it's ſacred Violence conquer Heav'n g 

Yet that our Joys ſhould wear this Tragick Croſs, 
Is not ſo much our Wonder, as our Loſs ; 

And what with Glory of its Infant rayes, 

Does ſcorch the greeneſt, and the talleſt Bayes, 
When of th' Horizon ſcarce th' Aſcendents won, 
Has no Meridian Point below the Moon; | 
W hoſe Youthtul Bluſh outvy'd the rubrent Morn, 
His riper Smiles our brighteſt Sas would ſcorn, 
And he whoſe Blooms does Earthly Pride deſpite, 
Can only bear his Fruits in Paradiſe. 

Diſſolve ye Chryſtal Eyes in Pearly Shours, 

W hat e'te the gods have gain'd, the lols is yours; 
Weep them unto ſuch a propitious Strain, 

As they'll ſend back this Hero's Match again. 


Generoſiſſime alicuj i nobili rogatis Elogium hoc exaravit 
tecinit poſnit, _ W. K. 
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